THE PILGRIMS OF THE PHALGOU RIVER.         IOI
Steam House passed along roads which were embowered
in foliage, and beneath the leafy arches the air was cool
and fresh. We followed the chart of our route, and had no
fear of losing our way.
The snorting and trumpeting of our elephant, mingled
with the deafening screams of the winged tribes and the
discordant chatterings and scoldings of apes and monkeys,
and the golden fruit of the bananas, shone like stars
through light clouds, as smoke and steam rolled in volumes
among the trees. The delicate rice-birds rose in flocks
as Behemoth passed along, their white plumage almost
concealed as they flew through the spiral wreaths of steam.
Here and there the thick woods opened out i:ito
detached groups of banyans, groves of shaddocks, and
beds of " dahl" (a sort of arborescent pea, which grows on
stalks about a yard high), and glimpses were then obtained
of landscapes in the background.
But the heat! the moist air scarcely made its way
through the tatties of our windows. The hot winds,
charged with caloric as they passed over the surface of the
great western plains, enveloped the land in their fiery
embrace.
One longs for the month of June, when this state of
the atmosphere will be modified. Death threatens those
who seek to brave the stroke of this flaming sun.
The fields are deserted.   Even the uryots'* themselves,